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5 
Y MEANS of irrigation 
measures the Govern- 
ment has reclaimed vast tracts 
of arid land and made them bloom. _ Ditches 
carry water to the soil once hard and sterile, 
and in a time incredibly short the soil produces 
rich returns. In this way deserts have become 
gardens. By means of a measure called the 
Parcel Post the Government may reclaim for 
the people still vaster tracts of land; not arid 
land, but land at present unproductive because 
to work it doesn’t pay. In this class are 
many of the “abandoned farms.” Frequently 
of late we have heard the slogan, “ Back to 
the Land.” It is the vague solution of all our 
troubles, but before. a. city man can be ex- 
pected to respond. the land must offer him 
some opportunity fora livelihood. That 
is where the Parcel Post comes in. 
Given the Parcel Post, the city man 
with a yearning for the open 
would not. have. to choose 
between being a suburbanite 
and depending on the city for 
his living, or taking the plunge 
into farming and being at the 
mercy of the railroad freight- 
agents and the middlemen of 
the markets. He would see 
before him opportunities in 
the dairy business, in butter, 
cheese, and even eggs; in 
small fruits; in violets; in 
mushrooms; and, shipping 
direct to the consumer, as the 
Parcel Post enables the pro- 
ducers of other civilized 
countries to do, his profits 
would be his own, and some- 
thing to be counted on with 
certainty so long as he raised 
good stuff. If, instead of 
appointing ponderous com- 
missions to inquire into the 
cause of the increased cost’ of 
living, the Government would only 
concentrate on the Parcel” Post and 
establish it, it would render practical 
service to bath consumer and _ pro- 
ducer and, what is more to the point, 


IRRIGATING BY 
PARCEL POST. 
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@artoons and Comments 


enable enough people to enter the latter class to 
relieve in a measure the burdens of the former. 
The express companies have played dog in the 
manger too long, and the investigation into 
their rates and charges will not be time wholly 
wasted if it fixes in the public mind the neces- 
sity of a Parcel Post. ‘There will be no 
occasion to complain of high express rates if a 
Parcel Post is established. Competition, that 
healthy condition which President Tarr so 
earnestly advocates, will take good care of that. 
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Wuat is the main object of the protective | 


tariff? the American workingman asks. 
Why, it is to protect you from the competition 
of foreign cheap labor, and to maintain for you 
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THAT ‘S “WHAT THEY ALL SAY. 


WI1son.— Somehow or other, I can never pass that stable 
without getting nervous. 
Cuorus. — Same here! 
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the American standard of living, the Repub- 
lican stump-speaker replies. For years and 
years there have been campaign sermons from 
this text. The principle of high protection 
may haye in it features which are not alto- 
gether perfect, but what are little imperfections 
if in the*main it performs this one glorious 
service? “If; it ‘maintains for the American 
worker that precious thing which is known as 
the American standard of living? Everything 
would be lovely were it not for the fact that 
between campaigns, when no political orators 
are on the stump, and no political literature is 
being distributed, little grains of truth crop out 
which breed doubt in the tarifi’s unfailing benefi- 
cence. For instance, we read that ir one 
highly protected industry the toilers are re- 
* €ruited from the “very lowest type of im- 
migrants ;” and that in another sixty 
per cent of the laborers are foreign 
born, and that “a large percent- 
age of them cannot read or 
write the English language.” 
In both industries, although 
the protection received from 
the tariff is of the highest, the 
wages paid are of the lowest, 
and the workers exist in 
squalor. Is this the American 
standard of living, to main- 
tain which the people of the 
United States must permit 
themselves to be tariff-taxed ? 
Or is it a case of foreign cheap 
labor imported into America by 
the beneficiaries of high pro- 
tection? © American labor, it 
seems, must be protected from 
the cheap foreign variety only 
when the latter is “abroad,” for 
nothing is said about protec- 
ting it from foreign cheap labor 
here at home. The consumer 
has been bamboozled into be- 
lieving that he ought to pay high 
prices for home products because by 

so doing he maintains “the American 
standard of living ;” but when the A. S. 
L. is shown to be bunk, the end of such 
bamboozling ought to be in sight. 








WHO WOULD N’T BE THE UNDER-DOG? 








SHUT OUT. 
EORGE WASHINGTON was noble, 
George Washington was great! 
He joined the Rebel Army, 
And dared the hand of Fate: 
And when they put him in command 
He drove the foemen from the land! 





George Washington was righteous, 
And, quickly as he could, 

He joined the Church, in order 
To side with all the good ; 

And in the solemn light and dim 


George Washington was human, 
And not the man to dodge, 

And hence he joined the Masons, 
To elevate the Lodge; 

And then, to bring the best of luck, 


They made a Vestryman of him. They made him Grand High Muck-a-Muck ! 


Aye! George was quite a wonder, 
In dull old days of yore, 
But now we’re more exclusive 
(Since good King Theodore) ; 
He could not join—Oh, what a rub!— 


The famous Ananias Club! 
* Charles Irvin Junkin, 


Me 
> NOWADAYS. 
Bag cee: ’ve just landed that big corporation law-case for my son. 
Frienp.—Why, he’s only two years old yet. 
LawyEr.—Certainly, but he'll be ready for it by the time I ’ve'fin- 
ished the preliminary work of getting a jury. 


WwW" keeps us broke most of the time is the difference between what 
we have to spend and what we /ave to spend. 


MEASURE. 


Biges Ezra.—Then you think the Battle of Wounded Knee was a 
greater event than the Reformation? 
UncLe Esen.—Certainly. I’ve seen them both, and I'll bet the 
“ Battle” took at least a thousand more feet of film. 
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TO THE MOTOR TRADE: 


THE Tire THAT Never Wears Ovt. 








t may be taken for granted that a man is as 


to prove it. 





old as he feels until he tries 










































































MORROW I'll be sweet sixteen; no more 1’ll be “a girl.” 

From that time on, around you, legs, some lengthened skirts must 
swirl. 

I shall be legless till my death, for ’mid Dame Grundy’s whims 

Is one that says small giris have legs, but big ones just have “limbs.” 


When I was little, folks admired the shapely props that stuck 

From my short Skirts; but now there is no prospect of such luck 
Without deep shame. You’ve done no harm, old friends, that I can see, 
But ne’er again must you be seen by anyone but me! 


‘You ’re in disgrace, | know not why, and no one else can tell me; 
You must be hid, or social ranks would certainly expel me; 
I must not even mention you, though you be fats or slims; 
You nevermore can be my legs—henceforth you are my “limbs.” 


How you must envy those two things above that are my arms! 
They get to keep the name they ’ve had—are counted ’mid my charms. 
But you must drop from sight and thought by stern convention’s whims.— 
You are a guilty secret now, since you’ve become my “limbs.” 
Strickland Gillilan. 
aA 


SLIGHTLY MISUNDERSTOOD. 


rs. DasHaway.—Yes, while we were in Egypt we visited the 
Pyramids. They were'literally covered with hieroglyphics. 
Mrs. PNeuricu.—Ugh! Was n’t you afraid some of ’em 
would get on you? 


PUCK. 


STUNG. 


HE Hawkinses had just sat down to the evening meal, tired of waiting 

for Myrtle, their eldest daughter, who was the main attraction at the 

ribbon counter of a certain department- 
store, when they heard the door slam. 

“There she is at last, the poor dear,” 
said Mrs. Hawkins, as Myrtle, her eyes 
flashing fire, swept into the room. 

“Tt’s a outrage,” began Myrtle, care- 
fully placing her chewing-gum beneath 
her chair and reaching for the charlotte 
russe; “somethin’ oughta be done t’ 
these trolley-car conductors. The fresh 
ginks think they can do anything an’ git 
away withit. If I had my way I'd e 

“Whassa matter na-ow?” asked 
Johnny Hawkins, Myrtle’s little brother, 
with his mouth full of potatoes. 

“Shut up, you!” said Myrtle, ele- 
gantly. . “Say, maw, it’s a wonder yu 
would n’t keep that kid quiet an’ give 
somebody else a chanct t’ talk.” 

“If you say another word you leave 
this table an’ go to bed without a bite 
to eat,” said Mrs. Hawkins to Johnny. 
The latter subsided, and Myrtle resumed: 

“As I wuz sayin’, I got on the car at 
Fourth Street, an’ I hadn’t rode two 
blocks "fore the conductor—-a freakish- 
lookin’ guy with a Adam’s apple th’ size of 











a orange right in the middle of his throat— “aS 
comes up an’ says, fresh-like, ‘ FARE, pleeze!’ THE PENALTY. 
*Yu don’t needa be in uh hurry,’ I sez, an’ THe Kinp Lapy.— Poor 
with that I reaches into me portmoney ” - man! Have you no friends? 
“Yer what?” asked Mr. Hawkins. gre erie eh rear Ere 


P Z one, ma’am! I bought ’em 
‘ ’ ? ’ 
‘I wisht yu would n’t interrupt, pa,” said an something useful for 


Myrtle peevishly. ‘Can’t yu never let no- Christmas! 
body finish nothin’?” Receiving no reply, 
she decided he could or could n’t, as the case might be, and continued: 

“Anyhow, I hands him a dollar-bill, not havin’ anything smaller. 
‘Is that all yu got?’ sez he. ‘What’s it yure business whether it is or 
not?’ sez I. ‘You would n’t have that much if yu give the company a 
square deal.’ That kinda floored ’im. I thought it would. He just 
shut right up. Then he fishes through his pockets an’ sez: ‘I ain’t got 
no change fer this now. Give it t’ yu later.’ ‘Mind yu do,’ sez I, an’ 
he walked back to the platform. 

“ Well, it wuz gettin’ right near ahr street an’ he had n’t said nothin’ 
about change, so I up an’ ast him fer it. ‘Yu didn’t gimme no dollar,’ 
he tries to tell me. ‘Yu're another,’ I sez, quick; ‘don’t yu try t’ pull 
nothin’ like that on me er I'll give yu a slap in th’ face.’ Then we had 





THE WALKING DELEGATE. 











of sins. 


harity must necessarily begin at home when it wants to cover a multitude 



































it hot an’ heavy fer ten 
minutes. He said he 
did n’t git no dollar 
from me, an’ I expos- 
tulated sf 

“Yu what?” asked ~ 
Mr. Hawkins. ] 

“ Aw, never mind, 
paw,” said Myrtle 
soothingly. 

“ Fin’lly, he points 
out a woman up in th’ 
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“if you'll only shut up 
fer a few minutes. I 
stood a-talkin’ t’ that 
woman fer two more 
blocks, an’ I could n’t 
do a thing with ’er. So 
I got desprit, an’ I jus’ 
snatched one of ‘er 
bundles. She yellslike 
a pup an’ th’ conduc- 
tor comes a-runnin’. 
So I takes a chanct 








front o’ th’ car, and 

sez: ‘I give that woman change fer uh 
dollah. I thought it was her gimme it,’ 
Uh course, I felt relieved. ‘Well, go git 
it,’ I sez to ’im, an’ would yu b’lieve it, he 
would n’t ast that-woman fer that change! ‘Go git it yerself,’ he sez. 
We scrapped about it all the way to ahr street, an’ at last I got mad an’ 
I sez: ‘I'll go git that change meself.’ 

“So I walks up to the womgn and sez: ‘Madam, th’ conductor 
give yu my change fer a dollar be mistake. I'll take it, thank yu!’ 
‘Not much, yu won't,’ sez she. ‘Do yu mean t’ say yu won’t gimme 
that change?’ I asts her. ‘Yu’re right,’ sez she. ‘The conductor gimme 
it an’ I’m goin’ tu keep it. What’s mine’s me own.’” 

“Why’n’t yu call a cop?” suggested Mr. Hawkins, now very much 
interested. ‘I would n’t ’a’ stood fer any deal like that.” 

“Yu’re a man, an’ I ain’t,” was Myrtle’s crushing rejoinder. 

“ Did n’t yu get yer change, dearie?” asked Mrs. Hawkins anxiously. 

“I’m a-comin’ t’ that, maw,” said Myrtle, with admirable patience, 


THAT PROSPEROUS LOOK. 


HUSBAND. —The doctor says I must have an operation. 
WiFre.—Did n’t I tell you not to wear your Sunday suit? 


an’ jumps off th’ car, 
an’ it goin’ a mile a minute!” 

“ Bully fer you, sis!” Johnny burst out. 
“Did yu git away with it? Did she chase 
yer? Did she call a cop? I'll betchu 
ran like h I mean the dickens Smack! 

“Take that,” said Mr. Hawkins firmly, as Johnny staggered into a 
corner from a slap in the face. ‘Spare th’ rod an’ spoil th’ child,’ he 
quoted, glaring at Johnny. ‘Now, me gurl, tell usth’ rest o’ that.” 

“That’s all there is to it,” said Myrtle. ‘She would n’t gimme me 
money, so I snatched her package.” 

“Sure,” said Mr. and Mrs. Hawkins in one breath; “but what wuz 
in th’ package?” 

Myrtle arose, shook out her skirts, languidly stretched herself, 
fixed her back-hair, and edged toward the door. 

“What wuz in that package?” yelled Mr. Hawkins. 

“Hot air,” said Myrtle, as she slammed the door and ran rapidly 
up the stairs. Wm. A. McGarry. 
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NO FAIRY STORY EITHER. 


Rep-Rip1nc-Hoop Tart.—What big teeth you have, Grandma! 


Tue WoLF.—All the better to eat you up with, my child! 
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- a punch that brings your past life before you in three short 
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COMPARATIVELY SPEAKING. 


“Tt have learned that it is not safe for me to speak for my father-in-law, who is 
capable of speaking for himself. I have nothing tosay.""— The Hon. Nick Longworth. 
Y* the buzz-saw is a fiendish institution; 

To monkey with its teeth is never wise. 
Take no chances with its raspy revolution, 

Or else you may receive a grim surprise. 
But by some its vicious edge is recommended; 
They prefer it, we are confident, by far— 

Their dainty digits cheerfully extended— 
To fooling with that other saw, T. R. 





Oh, the rowboat is a treacherous invention ; 

To rock it is a silly thing to do. 
What the consequences are no need to mention; 

We know them well, and likewise so do you. 

But to some a rocking rowboat is delightful ; 
Their nerves it never gives the faintest jar ; 

Every one of them’s been up against a frightful 
Adventure with that other boat, T. R. 


h, a gun that is n’t loaded is a terror; 
Its tendency to scatter woe is great ; 
People everywhere concede it is an error 
To learn about its deadliness too late. 
But SOME this type of weapon never fazes ; 
They never fear its racket or its scar; 
But they have stood amid the roar and blazes 
Emitted by that other gun, T. R. 


Oh, a tethered mule is rightly reckoned forceful; 
Of kicking hard it surely has the knack; 
Oh, beware how you encounter the resourceful 
Two feet the mule has fastened on in back. 
But to some a kicking mule seems inoffensive; 
His disposition kindly, naught to mar ; 
But these, alas, are souls unapprehensive 
Who deemed it safe to speak for Teddy R. 
A. A. Folwell. 
» ed 


FIGHT TALK. 
(ANY PRIZE-FIGHTER; ANY TIME; ANY PLACE.) 


“gy am undoubtedly the best man in the prize-ring to-day. 
Never felt so well in my life; and stand ready to whip 
all comers. Matt Smith is a big mutt. He has a yellow streak 
in him a foot wide. When he says I laid down at Casey’s 
Pavilion, he shows what kind of a backbiting cur he is. He 
knows from the reports of three doctors and the undertaker, 
who was prematurely summoned, that I was suffering from 
a heart-stopping blow given me by Flub. 
“Flub is a better fighter than Dub. He is the Baby 
Doll of the roped arena to-day, outside of myself. Flub has 


reels and a prologue. But he never would have bested me if 
he had n’t hit me accidentally where I was least expecting it. 
Then Fiub acted like a dirty dog about the decision. He 
knows Dan Jones is suffer- 
ing from near-sighted- 
ness and couldn't 
referee a contest be- 
tween two _ tumble- 
bugs. Danis a good 
friend of mine, and a 
gentleman in every 
respect, but he is old and 
worn out, and his decisions 
are always manifestly unfair. 
“] will fight Charley Smoke 
for fifty thousand dollars a 
side, and give him ten years to 





AN EARLY TEE. 


train in against my one. I am not afraid of Charley’s smoke. I think he 
is a good man too, but I never saw such a bunch of low-browed thick- 
necked boys as he is mixing with. He needs somebody he can trust. 
“What the fighting mill needs to-day is more real gentlemen like 
myself. There is everywhere a tendency to talk too much. Vocal self- 
restraint is a great thing. As I said before, and as I have said every time 
I got a chance, I am the best man in the prize-ring to-day, and stand 
ready to whip all comers.” Robert C. McElravy. 


ed 


ALNASCHAR. 


N the day when the postal savings-bank was installed at Highland 
lll., a man, unnamed in the newspaper dispatches, walked into the 
post-office and deposited a dollar—one dollar. Jt was only a 
dollar; but money, you know, has a way of growing and growing, 
stretching a little here and a little there, until one dollar becomes two, 
and two become four, and four eight. The mathematicians 
wiil tell you wonderful things about it; how, at usury, 
money will begin to crawl, snail-like, to a certain 
point, and then will walk, and then will run, and 
so increase its pace that the owner can't keep 
up with it. In a short term of years, as 
students of the universe would figure, one 
dollar at compound interest will become a 
million ; and from that point the human 
mind begins to lose conception of the increase. 

So, readers, both kind and unkind, 
thrifty and unthrifty, do not laugh at the 
man who, on the opening day of Uncle 
Sam’s bank at Highland, planked down his 
dollar and had it entered on the books. Consider the fact that one dollar 
might have been the foundation of a fortune. It might have given the 
inspiration to accumulate, to thrive, to invest. It might have impelled the 
humble owner to increased efforts at his task. He might have forsworn 
tobacco, or the daily newspaper, or his evening frolic at the corner bar, or 
practised a hundred little economies hitherto unregarded. In time, if you 
use your imagination, you can see him the proud owner of a solid busi- 
ness; surrounded by home luxury, prosperous and honored in the com 
munity, and perchance rising to political heights. 

However, the fact is, that this man, a few days ago, withdrew 
his dollar. 



















ALL CUT UP. 


Miss SimPson.— Kin you cut mah initials on de ice, Mistah Johnson? Mah 
name ’s Gertrude Lizbeth Agnes May Gladys Penelope Dorothy Simpson. 

MR. JOHNSON (dudiously).—Wal, I could do dat, Miss Simpson, but it 
would spoil de pond fo’ skatin’! 








man ought to live in such a way that it won't take a brass band to 


get out a crowd to his funeral, 




















Springfield, and busts—usually. 


HE ROSE OF PANAMA” is the kind of a show which opens in Hartford, gets as far as 
How it ever landed on Broadway is beyond com- 
prehension. With a decent book and a little overhauling in the cast it might be canact. ‘The rest never heard the word. 


“The Rosé of Panama.” 
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knows how to bring out her best points—really, this is not a joke—and she getsover. Like 
most of the French prima donuas, she over-pantomimes. She is the only one in the cast who 
The scenes are all laid in Central America, and 


made into a regular show; in its present form it just doesn't happen. Of the principals, if you guess there is a revolution and a comic revolutionary geueral you guess right. The 


Mile. Chapine and Anna Bussert are the only ones who really get anywhere, although Fay 
Bainter dances well, and Forrest Huff sings agreeably. 
at times, has charm and no end of vivacity. 






remained for an 

ingenious young 
man and woman of 
New York City to convert mar- 
riage to a means of obtaining 
ready cash without undergoing 
any of the pains of disillusion- 
ment. Of course, unscrupulous 
persons have, from time to time 
out of mind, replenished a fail- 
ing exchequer by means of a 
comfortable dower, but in such 
cases there is always trouble 
when one of the contracting 
parties awakes to the greedy 
motive. This young man and 
woman have a perfect under- 
standing. ‘The only surprised 
persons are the officiating 
clergymen. 

The scheme is simple, but 
wonderfully efficient. All the 
world loves a lover, and part of 
the world will cash a lover’s 
check; and that person most 
likely to cash a lover’s check is 


Chapine, who recalls Mlle. Polaire 


MARRIAGE AS A BUSINESS. 


man who plays the revolutionist is just a little worse than.usual. Some 6f the music 1s quite 
good. Anua Bussert's opening song in act second, and ‘‘ Let's Make a Night of It,"" have a 
While not a raving, howling beauty, Chapine lot of go. The scenery is good, anyway. 


W. E. Hill, 


naturally the minister who performs the cere- checks being drawn upon the Bank of Joy, it 
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FOR THE CONVENIENCE OF THE PUBLIC, 





ARRIAGE has been regarded vari- ‘mony. And, thus reasoning, the young man __ follows that they came back to the parsonage 
ously as a celestial product, a and woman have been doing a thriving business cruelly rebuffed, and marked “no funds.” 
gateway to connubial bliss,an alter- by permitting a large number of clergymen to 
native, an accident, a calamity,— unite them in the bonds of matrimony, each - have clasped hands before more than half a 
according to the cynical or hopeful _ time tendering a check for $20 and receiving . hundred niinisters. Morethan fifty times has 
light in which it is viewed; but it $10 in tangible currency in change. The the young woman faintly promised to love, 


It is said by the police that our young friends 


honor, and obey. A perplexing 
thought occurs: What if, at 
some wild hazard, they should 
suddenly decide to get really 
married? Could they stand 
the shock ? ; 


MAIN: STAND-BY. 


RS. GRAMERCY. — If we 

have to economize I sup- 

pose you'll proceed to give up 
the motor-car ? 

Gramercy.—I should say 
not. We'll have to do it in 
some. way that our neighbors 
can’t see. 


WOULD NEVER AGREE. 


M** FLUBDUB.— Why 
should n’t women serve 
on juries? 
Mr. FLuspus —I suppose 
the courts are afraid a husband 


and wife might be drawn on 
the same jury. 



















THE STAR|IN THE 
If They Are Wise Men, They 





STAR| IN THE EAST. 
ise #¢n, They Will Follow It. 
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AFTER his fourth ‘‘june rose’’ he pushed away 
the basket of chipped beef, leaned over the 
bar, and in a confidential tone of voice asked 
‘‘how they made’em.’’ The barkeeper told him 
what he had told fifty people before that day, that 
the formula was a secret and that Fred himself was 
the only one who could give it out. By argument 
and pleading the bibulous one sought to extract the 
information, but in vain. Finally it occurred to 
him that if he ‘‘had another’’ he might be able, 
from the taste, to tell the ingredients. At the end 
of several further attempts along this line the prob- 
lem was no nearer solution, but the seeker after 
knowledge felt much better about it. ‘‘ You won’t 
tell me what ’s in it?’’ he asked for the twentieth 
time. ‘‘No? Well, then, my friend, /’// tell you 
what ’s in it: In the first place, the breadth of Mr. 
Morgan —the dividend on Steel Common, and all 
his art treasures and things, you know. The smooth- 
ness of Judge Gary, that 's certainly in there, and 
the optimism of Mr. Schwab.‘ .Mr. Carnegie’s 
assurance, of course, and Mr. Hill’s second-sight. 
There, my friegd, there you have a combination 
that’s worth thinking about. What do you think 
I’d do if I hada few ‘june roses’ made up that 
way?"’ 

“Probably go out and sell ten Bay State Gas 
short,’’ growled the barkeep cynically. 


a 


TH® rise in the cost of living was the subject of 
the discussion. One man laid it to the in- 
crease in the gold supply; another blamed the 
‘*trusts.’? When they had all had their say, the 





THE CAN-OPENER. 


Witt He Oren It For His Own -COMMERCIAL 
' BENEFIT OR FOR SOMEBODY ELSe’s? 


PUCK 


Simple-minded Young Man 
arose and got off the follow- 
ing ble : 

**Once upon a time a Bar- 
rel of Whisky was imported 
into a Prohibition Town out 
in Kansas. There was just 
so-and-so-much to go round, 
and the proprietor fixed the 
price Per Dgink at what he 
thought the Traffic would 
Bear. The first night a 
Thirsty Theatrical Troupe 
struck town. Consumption 
increased. The price was 
raised. The next night a 
Delegation of Business Men 
arrived. Again consumption 
increased — and again the 
Price was raised. You see, 
Gentlemen, there was only 
so much Whisky there. 
When more People wanted 
to drink out of the same 
barrel, the Price naturally 
Went Up.” 


« 


ONCE upon a time there 
was a man who had a par- 
ticular weakness for Read- 
ing. The speed with which 
the stock moved in either 
direction fascinated him. 
The manner in which, just 
when everything seemed 
lost, the stock would turn 
and come his way, filled him 
with undying hope. He lost 
steadily on his trades in 
Reading, but he kept it up. 
Finally, he was wiped out 
and the Street knew him no 
more — for a while. 
When he came back the first 
thing he did was to buy. some 
Reading. An old fried who knew 
about his former troubles advised him to let the 
stock alone. Smith told him he would n’t,—that 
he had figured out a way to beat the game and that 
he would beat it. ‘‘I know it’s controlled by that 
particular crowd,’’ he said, ‘‘and that they can 
move it as they like, but I don’t care. I want 
action, and the market in Reading is the place to 
get it.”’ 
‘*You remind me,’’ his friend replied, ‘‘ of a man 
I met going over on the steamer last summer. 
There was a poker game going on all the time and 
he lost and lost. One day I happened to find out 
that the game was crooked, and told himso. Do 
you think he stopped? Nothe. ‘I love poker,’ 
he said, ‘and that’s the only game running on 
‘board. If I-don’t play in that game I don’t play 
at all. I’m sorry it’s crooked, but I’ve got to 
play, anyway.’”’ 
a 


(CBASING rainbows is a gainful occupation in 
comparison to that of the man who speculates 

on the joes that ‘‘ fundamental conditions’’. lave 

anything to do with immediate fluctuations. 


& 


ALL STREET, never quite reconciled to the loss 
of the facilities offered by Uncle Russell, is 
delighted to hear that Uncle George is to take Iiis 
place. Hetty has helped in the lending line, but 
-then Hetty is too everlastingly particular. It ought 
to be easier to do business with Uncle George. 
There was that matter of the Manhattan El., and 
then of Western Union, and-after that of Missouri 
. Pacific and of Wabash — from all of which’ the 
‘Street’? seems to have made.up its’ mind that 
Uncle George is an easy-going sort of a chap about 
his money affairs. What puzzles the’‘‘Street ’’ is 
how he happens to have enough left to go into this 
sort of a business. 


PARAPHRASED. 
Peate. Lawyer.—We want a writ of 
womanconfoundus. 


Opposinc Counset (from the East.)—What 
in the world is that? 

His Native CAciForniA Co_LLEAGuE.—It’s 
what we used to call mandamus. 





PUCK’S GARGOYLES. 


VII —To se Cast IN DUPLICATE FOR HARPERS' WEEKLY AND 
THE LOUISVILLE COURIER-JOURNAL BUILDING. 
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MESSINA MUSINGS 


OOK OUT for a double wedding in Messina 
before long. 


Mr. Claudius, of Florence, comes over often 
to call on Miss Hero Leonato. 


Ditto, Mr. Benedick, of Padua, to call on 
Miss Leonato’s cousin Beatrice. 


Mr. Benedick is suffering from toothache. 
Better have her pulled, Ben, is our advice. 


That was a mean trick Don John played on 
a certain young lady of our village. Good 
thing he left these parts, or there might have 
béen a tar-and-feather party. 


Mr. and Mrs. Leonato gave a masquerade 
party on Wednesday eve, at which much fun 
was had by the merrymakers. Dancing was 
kept up till the wee sma’ hours. 


Constable Dogberry has whispered to your 
correspondent that he has a clue to the thief 
who robbed Mr. Leonato’s chicken-coop last 
week. It takes a pretty slick lawbreaker to 
fool Messina’s Sherlock. S. S. Stinson 








alk may be cheap, but it ts just as well to bear in mind that the less we 
give. the less we have to take back. 
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e-~" Industrial Buccaneer, 
directing genius of 
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THE CROOKED SERVANT. 





the Paving Trust, 

slipped a hundred- 

dollar bill into an 
envelope and laid it 
away in a corner of a drawer of 
his desk. The envelope was 
blank, but he made a mental 
note of its destination: “ Alder- 
man Grabit— about the new 
paving contract.” 

The desk stood in the corner 
of the library in the home of its 
owner, and after that individual 
closed the drawer the thought 
came to him that perhaps some servant might discover and be unable to 
withstand the attraction of the money. But he dismissed the matter with 
a shrug of his heavy shoulders, leaned back in his chair, finished his 
cigar, rose, stretched himself and yawned, switched out the lights, 
and retired upstairs. 

As the sound of his progress died away in the upper hall the door 
into the library opened quietly and a sly, smooth-shaven face appeared. 
Back of the half-veiled eyes rioted the thought: “I saw ’im, I saw ’im; 
but he won’t see me!” 

The servant stole over to the desk, opened the crawer, took out the 
envelope and slipped it into his breast-pocket; then he turned and went 
out through the hall to the servants’ entrance, around the house and 
away up the street. As the preoccupied man passed into the shadow of 
a row of trees which lined the walk an alert, cat-like figure confronted 
him and poked the muzzle of a revolver almost against his nose. 

“Hands up!” 

The servant elevated his hands and his eyebrows simultaneously ; 
then the hold-up man made a quick search of the person of his victim 
and possessed himself of the envelope, wherein he discovered the hun- 
dred-dollar bill. There was no more booty worth the taking, so the 
gun was lowered slightly until the robber had fied. But the hold-up 
man had not progressed a quarter of the block in the opposite direction 
when a heavy hand fell upon his shoulder and a heavy voice growled in 
his ear: “Got you with the goods this time, Skinny!” 

The highwayman denied his guilt, but it was of no use. ‘“Can’t 
see it that way,” asserted the patrolman stolidly; “I saw you do it.” 

“Well, if you can’t see, maybe you can hear—this,” 
offered the other, tendering the hard-come-by 
hundred-dollar bill. 

















‘‘I declare! Dat’s a intelligent 
lookin’ dorg.”’ 















THAT POLICE DOG. 




















Il. 
‘* Here’s a sausage, doggie! Come 
wit me. I got somethin’ up me 
sleeve!” 














IV. 
‘*Gee! Dat’s avalible mutt. Dey 


’ 


must be two dollars in de hat by now.’ 


The officer smiled. ‘It makes so 
much noise that I can’t hear you 
beatin’ it!” The despoiled despoiler 
vanished and the city guardian 
strolled on. An hour later he stood 
in the station conversing quietly with 
his captain. Said that official: “I’m 
wise! Been put next, you know. 
Got two hundred, didn’t you? Don’t 
lie! I got it straight. Come on 
across, now, With my half.” So the 
patrolman was forced to hand over 
the hundred-dollar bill. 

Next day, at nine o'clock, the 
captain met Alderman Grabit in a 
little out-of-the-way back room. 


too long about it already.” 














**Dat’s de game, ol’ boy! You’re 
wise!”’ 
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‘*Dis town is full o’ grafters!”’ 


“You got to come through with some 
coin about this sidewalk ordinance,” grumbled the alderman. “‘ You been 


The captain objected inwardly, but he dug down in his pocket and 








produced the hundred-dollar bill without making known his objection. 
Alderman Grabit pocketed the bill and continued on his way to the City 
Hall. ‘There he held a spirited colloquy with a clerk who sat entrenched 
behind a wire screen, and the clerk finally explained: “It’s just a little 
misunderstanding, Mr. Grabit. You will zemember that the paving in 
your district was let to the Buccaneer Company, and their paving costs 
more than that of the other companies. Your bill, then, instead of the 
eighty-nine dollars which you supposed it to be, is for one hundred and 
eighty-nine.” The alderman did remember.. “ All right,” he agreed, “I 
forgot that they were working in my district, that’s all.” 

He presented the money—a hundred-dollar bill. and some smaller 

currency, took his receipt, and departed. 

That afternoon a clerk in the, employ of the city juggled figures 
quickly and skillfully for a moment and pocketed the hundred-dollar 
bill as the proceeds of his labor on the books. He went short on 
the market with the money, and shortly went short of the hundred. 
The bill passed through various hands, but at the last it joined 

with many others in the procession toward the head of the Paving 

Trust as the profits of a still-rising market. Later, that individual 

sat thumbing over a sheaf of bills in his private office, and he 

noticed that one of them was of the hundred-dollar denomination. 

He remembered the bill which he had placed in his desk at home 

and forgotten in the pressure of weightier matters. When he went 

home that evening he looked for it. 














ONSOLATIO ’ He required but a moment to satisfy himself that the envelope had 
” sband and i lustrial Buce: leaned back in his chai 
: oted to het husban® eat a Bench disappeared; then the Industria uccaneer. leaned back in his chair 
«They say she 4" hasn't taken & Pri? and complained to himself about the existing state of things. 

Sea 


ws Yes, poor thing” ° “These servants! ‘These servants!” he muttered. “They ought all 
for three ¥ sg to be in jail. -£ wonder if there are any honest ones anywhere?” 
ger And Echo answered “I wonder?” Chas. C. Jones. 
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QuanaH Parker, chief of the Comanche Indians, who died some weeks 
ago, enjoyed the reputation of being the wittiest man of his race. He was like- 
wise a tnan of affairs and something of a lobbyist. He had appeared before 
the Committee on Indian Affairs regularly for years, and the members of that 
committee had become intimately acquainted with him. 

Two or three years ago Uncle Sam issued a mandate to the effect that the 
Indians in the future should take unto themselves but one wife. Quanah, 
appearing before the committee, told its members that many of the men of his 
tribe had more than one wife. He was admonished to go home and tell them 
that this condition of affairs could no longer exist, and that the surplus wives 
must be sent home to their parents. 

Last session Parker again appeared before the committee, and the follow- 
ing conversation took place between him and a committeeman: 

“ Did you tell your bucks,that they must have but one wife, Parker?” 

“Yes, me tell ’um,” responded the Indian. 

“ Did they get rid of the extra wives?” 

“Yes, all gone,” answered the chief. 

“But,” urged the committeman, “I am told that you yourself have six wives.” 

“Yes, me got six,” said Parker. 

“ Now, this will not do, Parker. You have to get rid of those extra wives. 
You go home and tell them to leave. Send them back to their parents.” 

“You tell ’um,” responded the Indian.—Zippincott’s. , 














hatahant’ Old Si chide 


or, 
“THE MORNIN'S MORNIN.” 


By Gerald Brevan. 


JN response to the many requests from our readers for copies of this famous poem, which 
appeared in PUCK several years ago, we have issued it as a Booklet, in large, readable — 
type, with the original illustrations, at 


TEN CENTS PER COPY 


Admirers of ‘‘Shanahan’s Old Shebeen’’ will appreciate the opportunity to secure 
copies in handy pocket form. 


Address PUCK, :: 











295-309 Lafayette Street, New York 














Izaak WALTON 1N ‘A RESTAURANT. 
The customer had waited fifteen 


| 66 H 
minutes for the fish he had ordered. Who lives well 
He was very quiet as he sat there, but lives long 9 


internally there was a seething. 
Atthe end of the sixteenth minute the 
waiter, who had been in total eclipse for 


2 
fifteen and a half minutes, bustled up. | Who drinks 


“That fish will be here, sir, in five EVANS’ ALE 


minutes.” 
. 
lives well and longer 


Five minutes elapsed three times. 
Then the waiter bustled up again. . 

“The fish will be here, sir, in a 
minute.” — 

The customer turned to him. “Tell 


“6 Teese | “Drink well is eat well’s brother” 
me,” he said quietly, but with a certain 


emphasis, “what bait are you using?”| Eyans’ Ale is for YOU 
— St. Louis Republic. 








THE LOVERS IN THE RESTAURANT. 


| 


PZ 
CRY 








1" 









ium 

















Every lover of a good cocktail should insist that 
Abbott's Bitters be used in making it ; insures your 
getting the very best. 

U. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 


ENGLISHMAN (fatronizingly ).—Your school faculties are excellent, I am told. 

AMERICAN (suasively ).—Well, I should say. See the Smithsonian Institu- 
tion over there? Think of a building like that, just to educate the Smiths. — 
Vogue. 





Oprimistic LINCOLN. 


Doctor Burleigh was one of the ear- 
liest pioneers in Dakota and Montana, 
and was a boyhood friend of Abraham 
Lincoln. The doctor used to tell this 
story on himself : 

When Lincoln was nominated, Bur- 
leigh was in Minnesota on his way to — 
a logging camp. He laughed at the 
thought of Lincoln running for Presi- 
dent, and went into the woods. He 
stayed in the woods until the following 
summer; when he camé out he found 
that Lincoln had been inaugurated. 
Burleigh hurried to Washington and 
demanded a job. 

“What kind of a place do you 
want ?” asked President Lincoln. 

“ Any kind—where there’s not much 
work and big pay.” 














You're always 
sure of a light 
if you’ carry 
one of these 
Sportsman 
Vest Pocket 
Lighters with 
you. It’s 
about the size 
and shape of 


“1 ’m afraid,” smiled Lincoln, ‘that a 30 U.S. 
most of those jobs are gone. I'll have Army Car- 
my secretary look around and see what tridge, hand- 





we can find for you. Come back to- 
morrow.” Burleigh went back. 

“ Burleigh,” said President Lincoln, 
“there is n’t much left. The best thing 
I can offer you is the Yankton agency 
of the Sioux Indians. It pays fifteen 
hundred dollars a year.” 

“ But, Abe,” expostulated’ Burleigh, 
“a’man can’t live on that salary! I’d 
either have to starve to death or rob 
the Government.” é 
“Well, Burleigh,” replied the Presi- 
dent, “you'll never starve to death!” 


somely nickel 
plated. A quick movement of the 
thumb: produces a spark and the wick 
instantly ignites. No danger from 
accidental fires as when matches are 
used. Will last indefinitely. Price 
50c., postage prepaid, or given with a 
year’s subscription to the National 
Sportsman for $1.10. 


NATIONAL SPORTSMAN 
78 Federal Street, Boston, Mass. 











— Saturday Evening Fost. — 
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Tobacco Habit Banished 


DR. ELDERS’ TOBACCO BOON BANISHES all 
iorms of Tobacco Habit in 72 to 120 hours. A posi- 
tive, quick and permanent relief. Easy to take. 
No craving for Tobacco after the first doss. One 
to three boxes for all ordinary cases. We guaran- 
tee results in every case or refund money. Send 
for our free booklet giving full information. 
Elders’ Sanitarium, Dept. 66 St. Joseph, Mo. 





SAFE. &. 


ORUGGISTS.* 
HENRY ST. BROOKLYN NY. 














HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 


PAPER WAREHOUSE, 


32, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street. 
Branch WARRHOUSE: 20 Beekman Street, 


All kinds of Paper made to order. 


f New Yors. 





FuTILity. 

A Massachusetts man has invented 
a mechanical woman that will talkk— 
another example of the perversity of 
genius. A mechanical woman that 
will talk is about as necessary and 
useful as a mechanical whale that will 
swim. 

We are told that you push a button 


in the M. W. and she starts the con- | 


versation. ‘Throw in the clutch and 
she talks fast. Open the throttle and 


| she flings herself into the ditch. 


Of course, if the gearing is geared 


and the spark-plugs are plugging the 


mechanical talker can be stopped 
without chloroforming or calling the 
police. But what’s the use of it? — 


Plain Dealer. 


Ar Rest. 
Ficc.—What do you do when your 
wife tells you about her first husband ? 


Focc.—Envy him. — Boston Tran- | 


script.. 


“Ts SHE proper?” 
“Proper? She’s so darn proper she 


won't even accompany a man on the | 


piano without a chaperon.” — /rince- 


| ton Tiger. 








PS hbbhhd ® 


HUNTER HIGH-BALL 


REFRESHING, SATISFYING, INVIGORATING 


cafes and 


Sold at all first-class by jobbers, 
WM. LANAHAN & SON. Baltimore. Md. 










PROFESSIONAL D1ISCOURTESY. 


Fred Lennox, the actor, had a room ina hotel overlooking a railroad yard. 
At the end of the second day he paid his bill. 


| 
“ No—not at all,” said Lennox. 
| 


Saturday Evening Post. 





Pee See ; | 
“IT SEE one of our corporations is going to do something for its old clerks.” | 


“Good enough! 


What form will it take?” 
“Well, after a man has been with them twenty-five years, they’re going to 
give him a gold stripe on his sleeve.” —Zouisville Courier-Journal. 
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Wine Jelly when flavored with Abbott's Bitters is made 
more delightful and healthful. Sample of bitters by mail, 
2% cts. in stamps. ©. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 























III. 


E.Reiniche nacht Pommerhanz- 


—Fliegende Blatter. 





GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER. 
“Its Purity Has Made It Famous.” 
lass stoppered bottles. 


Se. per case of 6 g 





_ Laugh and Grow Fat ! 








Next to a Missionary 


The South Sea Islander 
likes nothing better 


Than a 
Subscription to 


“Did the locomotives bother you at night?” asked the proprietor. 


“ Actors and locomotives both have to 


work at night, and I can stand for that; but what I object to is having a couple 
| of engines come under my window every morning and rehearse until noon!” — 


Take PUCK and Laugh ! 








The Foremost and Most Widely 
Quoted Humorous Weekly 


As a Home Paper PUCK will please you 





@ It is funny, but neither vulgar -nor suggestive. 
@ It is attraive picorially, because its artifis are among the be&. 
@ It is of serious interest, because its cartoons form a political history of the times. 


@ It is not a juvenile publication, but it is better for children than the comic 
supplements of the Sunday newspapers. 


Published Every Wednesday. 


If your newsdealer does n't handle PUCK, 
ask him to order it for you. 


Tell Your Newsdealer 


Gude 


NEXT WEEK. 


10c. per Copy. $5.00 Yearly. 








PUCK, New York 


Enclosed find ten cents for which send 
me a liberal package of sample copies 
of PUCK. 












































































+, 0 las COONEY IB Sn AlN oe. 

















SoME PLACE ON THE Line. 

A young woman’ of philanthropic 
motives was teaching a dozen or more 
little ones in the Pennsylvania mining 
district. 

“Now, where did I tell you our 
Saviour was born?” she asked of the 
class one morning. 

“Allentown!” shrieked a grimy : a 
twelve-year-old. 

“Why, what do you mean, Thomas? THE MYSTERY SOLVED. 








I told you that He was born at * MARJORY (interrupting conversation).—1 say, Mr. Driveler, 7 know 
Bethlehem.” where babies come from now! 

“ Well,” was the reply, “I knowed THe CuRATE (much embarresied).—Indeed? 
*t wuz some place on de Lehigh Valley.” Marjory.—Yes, from the dairy, ’cos they’ve got a notice on their 
— Cosmopolitan. window, ‘‘ Families Supplied Daily.” — 7he Sketch. 


There’s just the difference be- 
bi at a raw, poorly made Cock- 
tail and a 


Club Cocktail. 


that there is between a raw, new 
Whiskey and a soft old one. 


The best of ingredients—the most 
accurate blending cannot 
~ the softness and mel- 
wness that age imparts. 
cam Cocktails are aged in wood 


before bottling—and no freshly 
made Cocktail can be as good. 


Manhattan, Martini and other — 













Not For His. 

Rich Man.—Would you love my 
daughter just as much if she had no 
money ? 

Suitor.—Why, certainly! 

Rich Man.—That’s sufficient. I 
don’t want any idiots in this family.— 
Chicago News. 


THE ONLY CHANCE. 


“If those California women run for 
office do you think they will be guilty 
of purchasing votes?” 

“Not unless they got green trading- 
stamps with them.”— Houston Fost. 











FOR SALE—Puck’s Artists’ Originals 


i, 





WING to the many requests 
for the original drawings of 
pictures that have appeared 

in PUCK, the Publishers have de- 
cided to place them all on sale. 

These drawings by PUCK’S 
artists are in various methods, — 
pen-and-ink, “wash,” crayon, pen- 
cil, etc. The original drawing is 
from three to four times as. large 
as the printed reproduction. 

PUCK has a large selection of these drawings by his 

representative artists framed and on exhibition in’ his own 
art-gallery, Puck Building, Lafayette and Houston Streets, 











where you are cordially invited to inspect them at any time. 

The prices vary. PUCK will-gladly quote price on any 
drawing you may select. Refer us to it by giving page and 
number of publication in which it appeared. Price will 
include express charges to destination. 








: . ; THE SOUL OF MODESTY. 
This is an Opportunity” which many of the admirers Stage-Manager.— Dip N’T 1 GIVE ORDERS FOR YOU TO APP 1 
‘ jake APPEAR IN 
of PUCK’S artists have long sought. TIGHTS AT THIS REHEARSAL? 
New Chorus-Lady (in her street clothes). —TiGHTS? 1°LL HAVE 
‘ ‘ . ° : YOU UNDERSTAND, SIR, THAT I WOULD N’T BE SEEN IN ANYTH 
These Drawings Make Unique Wedding or Birthday Gifts ccamuaae “sp gy 
Address PUCK, 295-309 Lafayette St., New York This is an example of Puck's Original Drawings. Size 15x12. Price $5.00. 
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iclets 


REALLY DELIGHTFUL 
Che Dainty Mint Covered 
Candp Coated 
Chewing Gum 


The singer’s tones 
are more dulcet, the 
speaker's voice more 
clear, when Chiclets 
are used to ease and 
refresh the mouth and 
throat. The refine- 
ment of chewing gum 
I for people of refine- 
































- ~ ment. It’s the pepper- = 
rm ° + 
mint—the true mint. 
; Look for the Bird Cards in the 
or 
Ity packages. You can secure a 
| beautiful Bird Album free. 
1g- For Sale at all the Better Sort of Stores 
5c. the Ounce and in 5c., 
oa 10c. and 25c. Packets 
SEN-SEN CHICLET 
"I COMPANY 
a Metropolitan Tower 
aN 
CONSIDER the ways of the little green 
cucumber, which never does its best 


fighting till it’s down.— Chaparral. 








a chap who has writ- 
ten an article claim- 
ing that four men 
out of every five re- 


married. 
SLOBBs. — And 
how about the fifth? 
BLosss. — I sup- 
pose he stayed 


phia Record. 


‘That man Me- 
hitable married has a 
lot of foresight,” 
said Farmer Corn- 
tossel. 


of worried an’ scared 
at the wedding,” 
said his wife. 
‘“That’s what 
makes me think ~ 
has foresight.” 
Washington Star. 


single. — Philadel. | 


Biobss.—Here's | 


gret that they ever | 





“He looked kind | 
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A QUARTER CENTURY 
BEFORE THE PUBLIC 
Over Five Million Free Samples 
Given Away Each Year. 


The Constant and Increasing Sales From 
Samples Proves the Genuine Merit of 


ALLEN’S FOOT-EASE 


Shake Into Your Shoes 


Allen's Foot=Ease, the powder 
for the feet. 1f you are a trifle poaeive 
about the size of your shoes, it’s some 
satisfaction to know that many people 





TRIAL PAC 
sent by mail. 
Mother Gray’s Sweet 
iach. chi best = for Feverish, sickly 
g Children. Sold by its everyw 
ALLEN 5. kace Free. Address, 
ALLEN 8. . LE ROY, WN. Y. 
SPALA 



















| He. — Do hurty, | 
Kate; the 
leaves in twenty 
minutes. 
SHE (absent-mind- 
ediy).—Oh, be quiet! 


train | 


You know it’s bad | 


| form to be on time. 
| —Boston Transcript. 





OOK at the 
team New York has. 
New York is no yap 
town.”’ 

**Do not sneer at 
smaller towns, my 
friend. The 


New | 


York team is com- | 


| posed of young men 
from Terre Haute, 
| Warren, Syracuse, 
Toledo, Little Rock, 
| South Bend, Waco, 
Kankakee, and Ypsi- 
lanti. — Pittsburgh 
Post. 








a distress signal, 


“ Cap'n,’ 





For Liquor and Drug Users 


A scientific remedy that has cured nearly 
half a million in the past thirty-two years. 


Administered by medical 


specialists at 


Keeley Institutes only. Write for particulars 


To the Following Keeley Institutes: 


Manchester. \. H. 
Buffalo, N.Y. 
White Plains, N. Y. 
Columbas, Ohio. 
Portland, Ore. 
Philadelphia, Pa , 
812 h. Broad St. 


Dwieht, fi. 
Marien. Ind. 
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boast modestly. 


| himself before the club-house fire: 
| Never did I see better golf than | 
My opponent got 
away every drive, he hit every brassey 
he approached perfectly, 


| this afternoon. 


clean, 


| 
| 
a 


| with a look of surprise. 
| did n’t beat me. It was my game from | 
| the start.” — Washington Star. 


he did n’t miss a single ‘put’. 
“How much did he beat you by?” 
“Beat me?” said the modest man 


Go Stow! 
If a golfer is going to boast, let him | 
I heard a golfer say | 
one autumn evening as he toasted | 


and | 


,” 


“Why, he 





OLLAND 


HOUSE 


NEW YORA C/7TY 


Offers, at moderate rates, substantial comforts with 
the elegance, luxury and entertainment demanded 
by connoisseurs as the best in Hotel-life. 


Holland House, Fifth Ave. and 30th St. 











18-HOLE GOLF COURSE. 












Indoor 


Booklets 











THE MOST MAGNIFICENT WINTER RESORT HOTEL 
Situated in the most picturesque middle-south 
Accessible from New York via Railroad and Steamship Lines. 


Opens January 12th 


MILES OF Avrencan ROADS. 
di Recreations 
Unexcelled Cuisine and Service 


ts and repervetions of 
HOLLAND HO 
5th Ave. and 30th St. New York City 











Pittsbare. Pa., 
4246 Fifth ave. 

Providence, R. L 

Colambia. 8. (. 


Salt Lake City, Utah. 
Toronto, Ontario. 


Winnipec. Nan. 
Lendon, Ene. 





THE 


NIGHT was coming on, the storm was increasing, and some of the deck | 
fittings had already been swept overboard, when the captain decided to send up 
The rocket was already lit and about to ascend, when a 
solemn-faced ‘Passenger stepped up. 
’ said he, “I’d be the last man on earth to cast a damper on any | 
man’s patriotism; but it seems to me this here’s no time for celebratin’ an’ settin’ | 
off of fireworks.”— The Christian Herald. 


| 


| 











YACHT CLUB 
French Sardines 


MOST EASILY DIGESTED BITE 
Packed in the best internal lubricant 
PURE FRENCH OLIVE OIL 


Just the right size to broil. 
Nothing finer, if eaten simply as they 


come out of the tin. 


Insist on getting Yacht Club Brand, and 
you will always have the best obtainable. 





\ MEYER & LANGE, New York, Sole Agents J 








VOICES OF THE NIGHT. 


«« MARIA, you 're going to be late for 
the opera again, as usual.” 


“Well, good-night, Mrs. Jipes. 
Had a splendid time. Good-night.” 

“Good-night. Come again. Good- 
night. Got everything? Well, good- 
night.” 


“Good-night. You must come and 
see us soon. Good-night.” 
“We will. Isn't this your umbrella? 


. Well, good-night.” 


“No, we did n’t bring any. Good- 
night.” 

“Good-night. We ’ve enjoyed your 
call ever so much. Good-night.” 

“ Good-night.” 


**Good-night.”— Chicago Tribune 


TRAGEDY! 


L SLAAS OOM 
ee 


Nervous CuRATE,—The—er—preachers for next Sunday will be 
found hanging on the church door!—TZhe Zaé/er. 





































SOMETHING FOR NOTHING; 
Or, Getting a Run for Someone Else’s Money. 





L II. 
to show him through the galleries. 


1S coer: 


ill. IV. 
A few other tourists, perfect strangers, Attach themselves to his train, 


v. 
With the result that Van Hiker is lost in the shuffle And is lucky to have even a look-in. 





